Hlave You Met Hugo 
The Bandur Yet? 


If not, you haven't read 
Peer THIRTEEN O'CLOCK 


Cecil — 


One of the twelve great yarns 
featured in the current issue of 


STIRRING 
j} S§CIENCE 
STORIES 


The new science-fiction and fantasy 
">_< magazine now on all newsstands. 


MEET THE LAVA NYMPH! 


She's in the February Issue 
of the new 


STIRRING 
SCIENCE 
STORIES 


-_ 1 The first magazine to feature 
Pd both science-fiction and fan- 
tasy-fiction at the same time! 


Two magazines for the 
price of one! 


Only 15¢ 


Abbreviations used in filenames: 


Ast - Astonishing Stories 

Biz - Bizarre 

Cos — Cosmic Stories/Cosmic Science Fiction 
PS - Planet Stories 

SS - Startling Stories 

Sti - Stirring Science Stories 

StrSt — Strange Stories 

SSS - Super Science Stories 

WT - Weird Tales 
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— FROM YUGGOTH 


Evening Star I SAW it from that hidden, silent place 
Where the old wood half shuts the meadow in. 
It shone through all the sunset’s glories—thin 
At first, but with a slowly-brightening face. 
Night came, and that lone beacon, amber-hued, 
Beat on my sight as never it did of old; 
The evening star, but grown a thousandfold 
More haunting in this hush and solitude. 


It traced strange pictures on the quivering air— 
Half-memories that had always filled my eyes— 
Vast towers and gardens; curious seas and skies 
Of some dim life—I never could tell where. 

But now I knew that through the cosmic dome 
Those rays were calling from my far, lost home. 
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6s QEWARE St. Toad’s cracked chimes!” I heard him scream 
As I phanged into those mad lanes that wind 

In labyrinths obscure and undefined 

South of the river where old centuries dream. 

He was a furtive figure, bent and ragged St. Toad’s 

And in a flash had staggered out of sight, 

So still I burrowed onward in the night 

Toward where more roof-lines rose, malign and jagged. 


No guide-book told of what was lurking here—_ 

But now I heard another old man shriek: 

“Beware St. Toad’s cracked chimes!” Aghast, I fled— 
I paused, when a third greybeard croaked in fear: 
“Beware St. Toad’s cracked chimes!” Aghast, I fled— 
Till suddenly that black spire loomed ahead. ‘Decorations by 
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HE Daemon said that he would take me home 

To the pale, shadowy land I half-recalled 
As a high, place of stairs and terrace, walled 
With marble balustrades that sky-winds comb, 
While miles below a maze of dome on dome 
And tower on tower beside a sea lies sprawled. 
Once mote, he told me, I would stand enthralled 
On those old heights, and hear the far-off foam. 
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A group of 


sonnets by H P Lovecraft 


| Cieaiens Seth Atwood was past eighty when 
He tried to sink that deep well by his door, 
With only Eb to help him bore and bore. 

We laughed, and hoped he’d soon be sane-again. 
And yet, instead, young Eb went crazy, too, 

So that they shipped him to the county farm. 
Seth bricked the well-mouth up as tight as glue— 
Then hacked an artery in his gnarled left arm. 


After the funeral we felt bound to get 

Out to that well and rip the bricks away, 

But all we saw were iron hand-holds set 
Down a black hole deeper than we could say. 
And yet we put the bricks back—for we found 
The hole too deep for any line to sound. 
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dl ps house was old, with tangled wings outthrown, 
Of which no one could ever half keep track, 
And in a small room somewhat near the back 
Was an odd window sealed with ancient stone. 
The Window There, in a dream-plagued childhood, quite alone 
I used to go, where night reigned vague and black; 
Parting the ccbwebs with a curious lack 
Of fear, and with a wonder each time grown. 


One late day I brought the masons there 

To find what view my dim forbears had shunned, 
But as they pierced the stone, a rush of air 

Burst from the alien voids that yawned beyond. 
They fled—but I peered through and found unrolled 
HANNES BOK All the wild worlds of which my dreams had told. 
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Homecoming 


All this he promised, and through sunset’s gate 

He swept me, past the lapping lakes of flame, 

And red-gold thrones of gods without a name 

Who shriek in fear at some impending fate. 

Then a black gulf with sea-sounds in the night: 

“Here was your home,” he mocked, “when you had sight!” 
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THE SHAPE OF THRILLS TO COME 


Te. Shape of Thrills to Cae 
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SKELETON in a dark closet 
é; Left the house to make a deposit 
In a phantoms’ cloud bank. 
All his savings he sank: 
A lizard, a bat, and a what’s-it. 


A werewolf who wanted a craw full 

Of sweet candy, choked on a jawful; 

He howled in despair 

As he clawed at the air, 

“Oh, I should have kept on eating offal!” 
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And the walls would unhitch, 


Weirditties 


By BOK and NICHOL 


There was a sly vampire named Burns 
Who liked to collect Grecian urns. 
When asked what he did 

With his urns, he backslid 

By saying he filled them with ferns. 
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There once was a girl-ghoul named Tillie 
Who thought dining on bodies was silly. 
‘My goodness!” said she, 

“I'd much rather have three 

Hot dogs, or a bowlful of chili!” 


5 
A seeress devoted to science 
Invented the weirdest appliance! ‘ 
She’d turn on the switch 
el 


And specters would scare out her clients! 
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